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what relaxed, to allow a bolder treatment of con-
temporary material and a measure of political freedom,
the development of all the arts in China will be
fatally restricted. The universal sympathy and ad-
miration expressed on the death of Lu Hsun, by
common consent the greatest of modern Chinese
writers, was somewhat ironical in view of his life as
a political fugitive. But the young writers who grouped
themselves around Lu Hsun, encouraged by his
intellectual honesty and insistence on reality, have
continued the effort to build up a living literature in
the face of heart-breaking difficulties. Some of their
work is now becoming known in translation;1 and
the Kuomintang, though it has made a resolute
attempt, cannot kill all the good writers in China.
Literature and all the arts, in this country that has so
rich a cultural background, are inevitably bound up
today with the great struggle for China's unity and
independence. And with each positive achievement
in that struggle, the frontiers of creative expression
must be enlarged.
It was at one of these patriotic plays that I first
came into contact with the foreign community of
Sian. It was a curious encounter.
Liu and I had gone to an afternoon performance
by students from Tungpei University at one of the
largest middle-schools in the city. This was an old
Chinese building, beside the peaceful walls of the
Confucian temple. A large hall, redecorated in a
vaguely Corinthian manner, had been turned into a
theatre; when we arrived, a Chinese orchestra was
1 See, for example, Living China, modern Chinese short stories
compiled and edited by Edgar Snow. (Harrap, 1936.)